locale. And soon, new names and faces took up the empty places.
I was, therefore, very much surprised when I happened to meet Elliot
two months later. He was home on the week-end and we chanced to
meet on the street.
After we had talked for a time about what we were doing in
school and I had listed the differences I had found between State
and my new alma mater, I asked: "How is Ed-, Ed-; you know, my
roommate."
"Ed Wilson?" Elliot asked.
"You wouldn't know him. He's a
'Big Man On the Campus,' now. I've run into him several times this
semester and he has very condescendingly
spoken to me."
"Well, well," I said, "We have performed a miracle.
We have
changed a shrinking violet into climbing ivy."
We stood and laughed about it for a minute; then we parted.
As
I walked down the street, I chuckled to myself and tried to visualize
the new Ed. I might have felt guilty if I had not been so certain that
he was happier, now. We had, truly, performed a miracle, and we
had performed our miracle by giving him the only psychosis which
would over-power
the others and the only one which he did not
already possess, delusions of grandeur.

THE BALL

Roger Chittick

\

B. was very tired, alone and bewildered in the great city. How
he had corne to be in the center of the city he did not know, and his
futile searching to find a way out had worn him into a state of total
exhaustion.
He was too tired to go further, so he sat down on the
sidewalk and went to sleep.
He thought it rather strange, in the
short interval between the time he sat down and the time he went to
sleep, that nobody seemed to pay any attention to the fact that he was
there; in fact, the populace seemed to be entirely unconcerned
over
the fact that a man should be sleeping on the busy sidewalk at midday. The great masses of people surged past and seemed never to
notice the sleeping figure. It was as though such 211 occurrence was
so commonplace as to deserve no notice.
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B. slept on. The bright shimmering haze of day passed into t:l~
uncertainty of evening.
Lights were turned on and the street becanw
a strange phantasmagoria
of light 'and shadow.
Green and red neon.
signs flashed on and off, and their colors were reflected dimly on tD8
pavement; street lights splashed pools of light on the sidewalk, an:l
still B. slept,
Suddenly, he was awakened by a large man who was shaking
him roughly by the shoulders.
"So here you are," the man said.
"You were supposed to meet us under the Inarquee hours ago."
B. sprang quickly to his feet with a vague feeling (J"[ approhension. He was afraid that, perhaps, this man would think it strange
that he should be sleeping on the street and that he would become
angry with him. Evidently, the man had no such feeling, however,
for he said, "Hurry on now; we are late enough as it is. You were
supposed to have come in costume, you know, but it is too late for
that now. You'll just have to go as you are." So saying, the figure
turned and began walking away down the street at a fearful pace. B.
chased off after him wondering what in the world this was all about.
He could remember no appointment that he had made to meet anyon a,
anywhere that evening. He recalled that the man's voice had sounded
familiar, though for the life of him he couldn't quite place where he
had heard it before.
The figure turned off the main street and walked down a comparatively quiet side street for several blocks before he stopped quite
suddenly and turned to wait for B., who was still about fifty yards
behind.
He was standing in front of a theatre or hotel marquee of
some kind with the words "ballroom" and "dancing" spelled out with
yellow, glaring, incandescent bulbs in an arch above the cloor. As B.
walked up to him, he said, "Hurry, for heaven's sake. It is nearly
eleven now and we were supposed to have been here at nine."
"Well," said B., speaking for the first time, "if it is to be a costume
affair, I'll need a mask of some sort and I certainly have none with
me,"
The stranger looked at him increduously.
"Don't be silly.
Of
course, you have a mask; everybody has one. Look in your coat
pocket."
B., not wishing to argue, reached down in his pocket and,
to his great surprise, pulled out a white cloth mask with a blue and
red design painted on it. The stranger looked at him as he would
look at a little child that had just pulled some silly prank and said,
"All right. Now slip it on and let's go in."
As they entered the building, the man stopped and said, "I have
to cl:ange into my costume.
You go along upstairs, and I'll be with
you m a moment."
•
8
I

"All right," B. replied, and then as he saw the stranger walking
the hall he called, "What kind of a costume will you be
wearing?"
However, the man had already entered a door about halfway
down the hall and B. received no answer.
"011 well," B. thought, "it
will be easy enough for him to recognize me as I have no costume."
So, without bothering to chase after him, B. started to walk up the
flight of wooden stairs.
They were hardly the type of stairs one
would expect to find going up to a ballroom, as they were old, narrow,
creaky, and the boards were broken and full of splinters.
In fact, B.
wondered if perhaps he had made a mistake and started up the wrong
Hight, though he could not remember
having seen any other when
he came in the door. When he came to the first floor, be looked down
the hall and noticed several doors opening into rooms which looked
exactly like the rooms he had seen in the east side tenement houses.
In the room closest to him, a woman was cooking and the penetrating
small of onions was wafted out the door to him. In the same room a
large, clark-complexi.onc:l
man with a moustache
sat reading
the
paper.
"Well," B. thought to himself, "quite obviously there is no
ballroom on this floor, so I may as well go on up."
B. ci.imbed up several more flights of stairs, all very similar to
the first, and then be reached what he assumed muse be the top floor,
or at 2J1.Y rate the stairs did not continue.
This floor seemerl to be
c-,ren more poorly lighted than the rest and B. got the feeling that it
was used as stor-age space rather than living quarters,
for he could
,;ee or hear no sign of anything to suggest that people lived here. As
be WOlS about to leave, he noticed a thin strip of Iight emanating from
a door abr.ut halfway down the hall.
He walked hesitatingly
dO'NJ1
the hall 8n'1 wondered whether he should try to find where the
ball was being held or go back arid see if he could find the man who
brought
him.
When he reached the door, he peeked around th(~
corner into the room. It was a long, narrow rccm and terribly cluttercel with newspapers, canning jars, and dirty clothes lying about ('11
the floor. In the middle of the room a woman was 'Noshing clothes
in a large tub. B. pushed the doc r a little further open. cleared hi',
throat. and beZHn, "I beg your pardon,
madam, but I'm looking
oIT down

for .... "
The 'VOJT12.n whlrled
around and looked
1;.l'ally here," she said, breaking his sentence off
1)8en looking for yru for hours."
She grobhed
P1111C:1 him toward the rear of t.he rc:om saying,
partv !s in full swing arid you'll have time Ior
we ·!J:).rna~;~r:
at midnight."
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at him.

"8'), vou'ro
in the middle. "We've
him by the ann and
"Well. come on. The
several dances betore

The woman led B. down the length of the room and opened. a
large sliding door at the other end. As soon as the door was openeJ,
the sound of music, laughter, and loud talk burst upon his ears. He
entered the room and found himself on a balcony with a great crowd
of people overlooking a large dance floor, which was crowded with
people in an amazing variety of costumes.
"Everybody
has on a
costume," thought B. "Always before at masquerades
only abc,ut
half the people who came bothered to wear them." Everyone seerno j
to be completely costumed from head to toe and they were so well
made up that no one could possibly recognize anyone else. B., when
he stopped to think, could never actually remember having been to a
masquerade before, and yet, all this was very clear and familiar to
him. "How strange," he thought, "that I can't remember."
At that moment a girl dressed as a gypsy fortune-teller
ran un
the stairs and onto the balcony just behind him and interrUpted hi~
thoughts by asking him to dance with her. She led him down to th~
dance floor and as they danced, she whispered into his ear, "You
naughty boy. I've been waiting all evening to dance with you while
you have been hiding from me up there on the balcony."
"Oh," he said quite surprised, for he could not remember meetincr
any girls since his arrival in the city, "are you sure you haven't rn.~
mixed up with somebody else?"
"Of course not, silly," she said. "I'd know even if you were in lull
costume, but with nothing but that silly mask on, it is no trouble at
all recognizing you. Are you going to take me home?"
B",did not know quite what to say in answer to this question, but
he decided that, perhaps, as long as she had made the mistake of
thinking she knew him, he could at least make a pleasant evening out
of it. So he answered, "Of course, why not?"
At this juncture in the conversation,
however, B. was again
interrupted
by a girl in a brightly colored peasant costume who
grabbed him by the arm and blurted, "So, here you are, and dancing
with someone else when you promised only to dance with me." B.
judged from the tone of her voice that she was about to cry and he
was terribly bewildered.
Suddenly, however, she turned on the girl
in the gypsy costume and cried, "Man-stealer," and slapped her on the
face. The two girls began to fight viciously and a big crowd gathered
around them. B. decided that he had had enough of the whole thing
so he turned and fought his way back through the crowd 'until he got
out of the mass of people.
He dropped exhausted into one of the
chairs along the wall, and at that moment two policemen rushed into
the hall and started to break up the riot. "I hope they arrest them
both," thought B. "Then I'll be rid of them."
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At that moment, a girl dressed in a rabbit's costume sat down
beside him and said, "TIley will soon start playing the music again.
w ouid you dance with me'!"
"VI course," B. replied.
"I'd be glad to."
'·.fl.t any rate,"
B. thought to hirusert, "everyone
is certainly
fl'~endly enough."
.tI.S the music started
he swung out onto the floor with his new
partner.
::;b.e was easily the best dancer of them all and she cuddled
up S0 erose to him that 11e was rather glad to be rid of the otner two.
"I ve always wanted to dance with you," sne said, "but you never
seem to p ay any attention to me and I didn t know how to get you to
without asking you myself.
I hope you don't mind."
B. was getting to the point wnere nothing surpr'ized him too much
anymore so he replied, "Not at all. In Iact, I'm enjoying this very
much.'

"Thunk you," the girl said. "But, really, I'm getting terribly tireJ
an I hot. Let's go Gut on the terrace for awhile or I m sure I shall
be ill."
"L'd Le glad to," B. replied.
"It is stifling in here."
As they walked out CJn the terrace the girl suddenly turned tJ
Lim and said, '';1)0 you love me?"
"Well," B. replied, somewhat taken aback, "that is hard to say.
I just met you and I've never even seen your face because of that S:llY
rabbit costume."
"Then, Y0U don't love mo," she said dejectedly.
"Goodness," B. thought to himself, "they certain ly d ont waste
any time around here and yet it might be very pleasant to haw, a g;r~
about at times. Perhaps, I should tell her I do love her." So he said
al oud, "Yes, I guess I do love you."
Wi th a little cry the girl threw her arms around him and was
about to draw them both down on the sofa when the Iou.lspeakcr
blared, "It is now five minutes before midnight,
that h,telul hour
when we all unmask.
All couples congregate on the dance flour."
"'VVe'll have to go in for the unmasking,"
the girl said,
"It is
l'cqu£red."

"Who requires it,?" asked B.
wfi1e authorrties, (If course," replied tile g:l'J. "Hurry up, si.Iy, or
well be late."
As they walked
back into the hall, a t811 mun (l.ressr~c1as a
r""I:::g:clan was just climbing
up on the stage.
'V/'l~Cl1 he g,)t U;) !lC
turned and addressed the throng.
"When the clock strikes twelve,
Y:.-.;U ',vLll a'!J un-r.ask,"
he said. There \V2S an cdr ()f cxr.~ect8ncy j!1 tl!e
h:)lJ.
l'JC) cn~ ,'3:1)oke. D. 1l[~d a rDtllcr
hc)rriJying
fe81~:n,~ tl,~lat ::.;,:1"n211

thing terrible was going to happen; he felt sick at his stomach.
Then
a monstrous grandfather
clock, which had been standing along the
wall, began to chime the midnight
hour.
"Strange,"
thought B.,
"that I never noticed that clock before; it is making such a racket
now. I guess the music must have drowned it out earlier."
As the couple began to unmask, B. noticed a very curious thing_
their clothes seemed to be hanging on them completely limp-he
had
not noticed that before.
It was as though there was nobody inside
them. He looked down at the girl next to him and as she removed hel'
mask, B. could see that there was nothing behind it, nothing at at l:
she had been just the mask and nothing mo~'e. He grabbed hold of
her as though to retain her presence for awhile and found nothing in
his arms but a piece of fiimsy cloth with two long pink ears hangin'"
from the top. B. looked about th~ hall and. saw only costumes lYin~
on the fioor. He was all alone in the great ballroom.
Even the
orchestra was gone.

High and Inside
Clyde J. Steckel
Mike Barsen squirmed uneasily in his seat in the press box and
peered over onto the playing field, now nearly completely shrouded
by the shadows of the west grandstand and bleachers.
The game had
gone into extra innings, and there was apparently
little hope for an
immediat~ break in .the one-to-one .deadlock. Al Rosar was pitching
for the GIants, startmg the game with a won-lost record of eight and
thirteen for the 1948 season. But Mike Barsen, covering the game for
the Gazette, knew, perhaps better than anyone else in the stands, how
bitterly Al Rosar needed to win the game, for Mike had been in the
Giant dressing-room not over a week ago when Al Rosar had lost his
game with the Phils, and Mike had heard the conversation
between
Al Rosar and the young New York catcher, Tex Radcliffe.
Mike had
been standing in one corner of the locker room talking to the old man
when Al and Tex had come down the ramp and in the door from the
field. Mike wasn't able to see the men as they talked, but he was
close enough to hear the soft-spoken Texan.
"Well, AI, I guess that's the way it goes with any club. Some
days you win, and some days you lose."
There W2S a pause, and then Al replied, "Yeah, sure, Tex, I guess
so."
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